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The old man, now totally perplexed and 
bewildered, made the short descent to the 
spring where his canine companion sat 
and watched patiently. He fell to his knees 
and dipped his cupped hands into the 
cool fragrant spring water. He drank 
deeply. The old man then took his rifle 
from its original resting place. He sum­
moned his companion, and they method-
 
ically made their way back up the hollow, 
across the clear-cut and onto the dog-trot 
of the cabin where his rocker sat. He 
leaned his rifle against the wall, patted the 
dog on the head and proceeded to light 
his corncob pipe. He blew a few smoke 
rings and said aloud, "Well, them bushy­
tails ell still be thar tomory."D 
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